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ie 
AMERICA 


My country, ’tis of thee, 
Sweet land of liberty, 
Of thee I sing, 
Land where my fathers died, 
Land of the Pilgrim’s pride, 
From every mountain side, 
Let freedom ring, 


My native country, thee, 
Land of the noble free, 
Thy name I love. 
I love thy rocks and rills, 
Thy woods and templed hills, 
My heart with rapture thrills, 
Like that above. 


Let music swell the breeze, 
And ring from all the trees, 
Sweet freedom’s song; 
Let mortal tongues awake, 
Let all that breathe partake, 
Let rocks their silence break, 
The sound prolong. 


Our father’s God, to Thee, 
Author of liberty; 
To Thee we sing; 
Long may our land be bright, 
With freediom’s holy light. 
Protect us by thy might, 
Great God, our King. 


1 Bip 


LOVE’S OLD SWEET SONG 


Once in the dear dead days beyond recall, 
When on the world the mists began to fall, 

Out of the dreams that rose in happy throng, 
Low to our hearts love sang an ‘old sweet song; 
And in the dusk, where fell the fire-light gleam, 
Softly it wove itself into our dream. 


Refrain 

Just a song at twilight, when the lights are low, 

And the flick’ring shadows softly come and go; 

Tho’ the heart be weary, sad the d y and long, 

Still to us at twilight comes love’s old song, 
Comes love’s old sweet song. 

Refrain 

Just a song at twilight, when the lights are low, 

And the flick’ring shadows come and go; 

Tho’ the heart be weary, sed the d-y and long, 

Still to us at twilight comes love’s old song, 
Comes love’s old sweet song. 


LU: 
MASSAS IN THE COLD, COLD GROUND 
Dr. Edmunds and Men’s Chorus of Methedist Charch 


IV. 


MY OLD KENTUCKY HOME 


The sun’shines bright in the old Kentucky home, 
’Tis summer, the darkies are gay, 
The corn-top’s ripe and the meadow’s are in the bloom, 
While the birds make music all the day; 
The young folks roll on the little cabin floor, 
All merry, all happy and bright; 
By’n by Hard Times comes a-knockin’ at the door, 
Then my old Kentucky home, Goiod-night! 


Chorus 


Weep no more, my lady, Oh! weep no more tod?y! 
We will sing one song for the old Kentucky home, 
Flor the old Kentucky home, far away. 


They hunt no more for the possum and the coon, 
On the meadow, the hlll °nd the shore; 
They sing no more by the glimmer of the moon, 
On the bench by the old cabin door; 

The day goes by by like a shadow o’er the heart, 
With sorrow where all wes delight; 

The time has come when the darkies have to part, 
Then my old Kentucky home, Good-night! 


The head must bow, and the back will have to bend, 
Wherever the darkey may gio, 
A few more days and the trouble all will end, 
In the field where the sugar canes grow; 
A few more days for to tote the weary load, 
No matter, ’twill never be light; 
A few more days till we totter on the road, 
Then my old Kentucky home, Good-night! 


Vie 
NORWEGIAN FOLK SONG—LARKIN SOCIETY 


VI. 


THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER 
Oh, say can you see, by the dawn’s early light, 
What so proudly we hailed at the twilight’s last gleaming? 
Whose broad stripes and bright stars thro’ the perilous fight 
O’er the ramparts we watched were so gallantly streaming? 
And the rockets’ red glare, the bombs bursting in air, 
Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there. 


Chorus. 


O say, does that star-spangled banner yet wave, 
O’er the land of the free, and the home of the brave? 


Oh, thus be it ever when free-man shall stand, 
Between their loved homes and grim war’s desolation, 
Blest with vict’ry and peace, may the heav’n rescued land, 
Praise the pow’r that hath made and preserved us a nation. 
Then conquer, we must, for our cause it is just, 
And this be our motto: “In God is our trust.” 
And the star-spangled banner in triumph shall wave, 
O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave. 


VII. 


HIGH SCHOOL QUARTETTE 


Believe me if all those endearing young charms— Myrtle Linville, 
Grace O’ Donnell, Russell Fox, Raoul Karlson. 


VIII. 


SFLVER THREADS AMONG THE GOLD 
Darling I am growing old, Silver threads among the gold, 
Shine upon my brow today, Life is fading fast away. 
But my darling, you will be, will be, Always young and fair to me; 
Yes, my darling, you will be, Always young and fair to me. 


Chorus... 
Darling, I am growing old, Silver threads among the gold, 
Shine upon my brow taday; Life is fading fast away. 


When your hair is silver white, And your cheeks nio longer bright, 
With roses of the May, I will kiss your lips and say: 

Oh! my darling, mine alone, alone, You have never older grown, 
Yes, my darling, mine alone, You have never older grown. 


IX. 
SELECTION—FINNISH CHORAL SOCIETY 


D5 
WAY DOWN UPON THE SUANEE RIBBER 


Way down upon the Suanee ribber, 
Far, far away, 

Dere’s wha my heart is turning ebber, 
Dere’s wha de old folks stay. 

All up and down de whole creation, 
Sadly I roam 

Still longing for de old plantation 
And for de old folks at home. 


Chorus 


All de world am sad and dreary, 
Eb’ry where I roam, 

Oh, darkies how my heart grows weary, 
Far from the old folks at home. 


All round the little farm I wandered 
When I was young. 

Den many happy days I squandered, 
Many de songs [ sung, 

When I was playing with my brudder, 
Happy was lI. 

Oh, take me to my kind old mudder, 
Dere let me live and die. 


XE: 
QUARTETTE— ANNIE LAURIE 
Mrs. H. M. Flavel, Mrs. A. A. Finch, Mrs. J. T. Allen, Mrs. 
C. L. Houston. 


DG 
AULD LANG SYNE. 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And never brought to mind; 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And days of auld Lang Syne. 
Chorus 
For auld lang syne, my dear, 

For auld lang syne. 
We'll tak’ a cup o’ kindness yet, 

For auld lang syne. 


And gie’s a hand o’ thine; 
And here’s a hand, my trusty friend 
We'll tak’ a cup o’ kindness yet, 

For auld lang syne. 

Chorus: 
XIII 


“TIPPERARY” 
Mr. Cochran and Men's Chorus of Presbyterian Church. 


XIV 


HOME SWEET HOME 
Mid pleasures and palaces, though we may roam, 
Be it ever so humble there’s no place like home. 
A charm from the skies seems to hallow us there, 
Which seek thro’ the world, is ne’er met with elsewhere. 


Chorus 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home, 


T..ere’s no place like home, 
There’s no place like home, 


An exile from home, splendor dazzles in vain; 
Oh, give me my lowly thatehed cottage again! 
The birds singing gaily that come at my call; 
Give me them with that peace of mind, dearer than all. 


Chorus 


Home, hiome, sweet, sweet home, 
There’s no place like home, 
There’s no place like home, 


